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Snapping the
Switch

That’s the hardest work

there is to cooking with
‘ an Electric Range. And
then, too, it keeps the kit-
chen cool on the hottest of ||
all summer days.

Buy your Electric Range
today on our easy pay-
ment plan—a small sum
down and the balance
with your monthly light
bills. And remember, you
get a special cooking rate
I of 3 cents per kilowatt
hour when you use an
Electric Range.

Utah Power &
Light Co.

Efficient Public Service

Kearns Bldg. Main 500

| YOUR CALLING CARD

Is us important as your dress.
The form counts—so does the
workmanship.
We would like to show
the proper thing.

you

PEVBROKE’S

The Home of FINE STATION-
ERY, 22 East Broadway.

MRS.
HOUSEWIFE

We will help vou, by way
of suggestion, in selecting a
list of family
I home consumption,

liguors for

This is
a part of our service.

| Do not delay. Only a few
weeks till July 31st, when
we quit business,

Fred J. Rieger & Co.

Telephone Main 365
35 and 37 West 2nd So. St.
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Sem—

GOODWIN'S WEEKLY,

“After having been here for some
time, and having talked to many of
the native Indies—and was thus able
to look beyond the gorgeous coloring
and the daszzling brillinncy of the
Jewels they were—I soon realized that
‘all that glitters is not gold.' The ma-
jority of these women [rom the Zen-
anan wero sad, frail, and delicate-
looking — physically and mentally
stunted-—the natural result of their en-
slavement and want of fresdom.

‘In thelr gunrded Harem prison
Where they smother under veils,
And the echaes of the world are walled

awny.

Though the sun has not yet risen
Yet the ancient darkness pales
And the sleepers In their slumbers
dream of day,

Ah! that dream shall grow in splendor
Tl ench sleeper wakes and atirs,
Till she breaks from old tradition nnd

Is—{freo!™™

A BIT OF SCANDAL

H CURIOUS footnote to history s
provided In the recent bestowal
of knighthood upon the English poet,
Willlam Watson, Watsen 18 o fine
poet, but he wrole some years ago "“The
Woman With the Serpent's Tongue,”
an ungallant and nasty attack
the wife of Mr. Asguith. Watson is
knighted at the suggestion of Lloyd-
Georze, who (s sald 1o have intrigued
to depose Asquith from the premier
ghip. Asguith stepped down graceiully
to make way for the elevation of his
subordinate, and he has been loyal in
support of the government ever since,
He fs still the chief of the Liberals
and at his word Lloyd-George could be
unmade any day.

npon

The honor to Watson, In this aspect
of the case, would appear, if unex-
plained otherwise, & wanton insult and
outrage against a noble-sonled and dis-
tinguished servant of the empire. One
ean hardly bLelleve Lloyd-George, or
any other man fit to lead the British
empire elther in peace or war, gullty
of such couduct to a former chief and
frilend. It were bad enough If Walson
had attacked Asquith himself, but he
attacked Mrs, Asquith, formerly Mar-
got Tennant, of "the Souls” and reput-
ed heroine of the novel “Dodo.”

As n
honar.

poet Watson high
He were a fitter laureate than
the correct, classical and ultra-proso-
dic Robert Bridges, but his scarifica-
tlen of a4 woman was unpardonable,
save upon the theory that he wrote the
poem ai & time when he woas sulferipg

deserves

from one of those lapses from mental
normality which once were unhappily
freguent,
forglven

Probably the Asquiths have

him, but if they haven't,
Lioyd-George’s honors to him are a rev-
elation of a streak of meanness in a
greal personality for o duplication of
which we must turn to Napoleon's be-
quest in his will for the man wno tried
to assasuinate Welllngton,

There must be some exculpation for
Mr. netlon. British
fadr play would hardly lolerate such
thing otherwise,

Llovd-George's

Reedy's Mlrror.

THE GREATER SEA

Y soul and 1 went to the
m gen to hathe. And when we
reached the shore, we went about
looking for a hidden and lonely piace.

But a8 we walked we saw a man
gitting on a grey rock and tnking
pinches of salt from a bag and throw-

Breat

{ng them into the sea.
“This Is the pessimist,” sald my
sonl. “Let us leave this place, Wa

cannot bathe hers™

We walked on until we reached an
inlet, There we saw, standing on &
white roc¢k, n man holding a bejew-
elled box, from which he took sugur
and threw it into the gea.

“And this is the oplimist,” sald my

soul, “And he must upot see our
naked bodies."
Further on we walked, And on a

bench we saw & man pleking up dead
fish and tenderly puiting them back
into the water.

“And we cannot bathe before him,"
my soul. “He Is the humane philan.
thropist.”

And we passed on.

Then we came where we SAwW & mun
triicing his shadow on the sand. Great
waves came and erased it. But he
went on, tracing it again and agiin

“He is the mystic,” sald my soul
“Let us leave him."

And we walked on, till in a quist
cove we saw o man scooping up the
foam and putting it into an alabastar
bowl.

“He Is the Idealist,” sald my sonl
“Surely he must not see our nodity.”

And on we walked. Suddenly we
heard a volee erying, “This is the sea.
This Is the deep sen. This 18 the
vast and mighty sea.

And when we reached the voice if
was o man whose hack was turned to
and at his ear he held n shell,
listening to its murmur.

the sea

And my soul sald, “Let us pags an.
He ig the realist, who turns his back
on the whole he cannot grasp,
busies himself with a fragment.”

So we passed on. And in o weedy
piace among the rocks wps a may
with hiz head buried in the sand. And
I said to my soul, "We can
here, for he cannot see us,”

“Nuy," sald my soul, ‘for he s the
most deadly of them all, He s the
Puritan.™

nathe

Then a greal sadness came over the
face of my soul, and into her volce.
she sald, “for
there is no lonely, hiddan place wher
we can bathe, 1 would not have this
wind Hft my golden hair, or bare my
white this alr, or let this
light discloge my sacred niakedness.”

Then we laft that sea
Greater Sea.—Kahill Gibran in
Seven Arts.”

“Let us go hence,”

hosom in

to seek

thie
"The

POETIC JUSTICE

The Devil sends the wicked wind

To raise the skirts knee high
But Heav'n 18 jusi
And sends the dust

To cloge the bad man's eye,

—Pitt Panther
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PANTAGES

Unequalled Vaudeville
On Broadwayp

Go where the crowds go—to 134

toulent, best vent!lnted thentre in
the clty—

NEW BILL—-NOW RUNNING

A mx=met voodeville bill wiih
three hendliners, You'll forget
all your irenbles

when yom wee
this fan fest.
TTHE PHUN FPIENDS”
A presoription of mirth and mel-
ady with Jock Flalon and Mur-

rny Harrls and - company of
protty girls.

| VIRGINIA YOUNG & NEID} ARGO
Hoarpist and Vielinist
THE KIMIWA TROUPRE

Tukla's Foromost Equllibrist

FRANK GABY & O

A ventriloguist of renl w
e S ————————— = 1
THREE MARCONI BROTH B8
“The

Wireless Orchestra™

PAUL DECKER & CO
it unligue faree comedy sketch
“Mryv, Twister."

Added Atiraction
‘THE BOMB POLICY"
Twa reels fouturing futiny
M,

IHoank

Three Shows Dally r'

Prices 10c, 20c, 30c
You'll have

fuel to the I
gljunre Toot If you

store "Abar-
deon’ for winter use. It's the 95
per ntent fuel

mare

Ahwerdeen

Makes Better Fires

COA\L

Don’t Ask Me

What I am going to do
when we get Prohibition

THE QUESTION IS:

“What Are You
Going to Do?”’

Drink Lemp's St. Louis
Beer

C. H. REILLEY

Distributor




